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Poems, by Haniel Long. Moffat, Yard & Co. 

In this slim volume Haniel Long presents his rhymed 
lyrics in their various colors — pastel transparents, romantic 
and oriental opaques. We miss the free-verse student 
sketches, which Alfred Kreymborg includes in his Others 
for 1919. As usual the free-verse medium seems to make 
the poet relax and be natural; in it Mr. Long sees and feels 
with clean honest lines, washing in his emotions with their 
own colors. In the best of his rhymed lyrics, he works 
through a group of imperfect songs played on pipes rather 
than on a lute or a lyre. In this group — Madness, Midnight 
Sun, With Compliments, Song of Young Burbage, The 
Winter Sprite, I Gather Treasures of the Dark — each has a 
promise which unfolds to an art achievement in a pagan 
pastoral idyl of real beauty, The Herd Boy : 

The night I brought the cows home 

Blue mist was in the air; 
And in my heart was heaven, 

And on my lips a prayer. 

I raised my arms above me, 

I stretched them wide apart, 
And all the world was pressing 

In beauty on my heart. 

The lane led by a river 

Along an ancient wood, 
And ancient thoughts came softly, 

As with the leaves they should. 

[101] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I hung the cows with garlands, 

And proud they walked before; 
While mother-naked after, 

A laurel branch I bore. 

The other poems in this vein go scurrying through surfaces 
painted in transparents over nothing, rhyming insignificantly. 
The poet's attempt at wilder pagan freedom is weakened by 
a natural love for pastoral restraint — or is it an academic 
inhibition? 

Mr. Long's more colorful dipping into the romantic is 
rather limp, and in the panoramic his sweep is tight. The 
Death of Alexander the Great lacks the freedom and flare 
of pageantry, which we find quite glorious in his free-verse 
Student group, when he would have his girl enter his 

class-room window 
On the elephant's trunk. 

In his rhymed pageantry it is as if he were trying to blow 
a fanfare of trumpets on his pipes. However in Dead Men 
and the Moon, Dead Men Tell No Tales, and His Deaths, 
there is the swagger and color of truth romantically ex- 
pressed, perhaps romance truthfully expressed. 

The Cuban in the States lacks Spanish feeling and interest. 
The pitch is too high in his remote tropical effects, the tone 
too thin, the touch too cool, not enough of the green-eyed 
serpent subtleties. There Was a City Where Serpents 
Writhed comes nearer finding the remote than Gifts. And 
the war poems are too personal — they look puny against the 
conflict. War is a stride in the ages, an impressionistic 
record from a gigantic panorama. Laura Sherry 
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